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PREFACE. 



The first Edition of « Lonely ? No j not 
Lonely," being exhausted in consequence of 
the kind reception given to it by the Chris- 
tian public, the Authoress sends forth a 
Second Edition, enlarged, in much prayer 
and hope that God's blessing may rest upon 
these additional Poems, as she is thankful 
to know it has done on many of the first. 

Of those Hymns, " Lonely ? No ; not 
Lonely," "He shall cover thee," "Safe," 
" All Members, &c.," "All are yours," have 
been specially blessed to many souls. Of 
the additional Poems, " Is it nothing to 
you ?*' has been largely used and blessed at 
Evangelistic meetings. 



PREFACE, 



The Authoress commits this Second Edition 
into the hands of the Master, with an earnest 
prayer that He may use fevery line in His 
own way, and for His own glory. 

It would not be right to conclude this 
Preface without gratefully acknowledging and 
thanking the Editors of The Christian^ Our 
Own Magazine^ Word and Work, Chrisiian 
Progress, The British Flag^ Living Waters^ 
&c., for their very kind and favourable 
review of her little Volume. 



Enfield House, 

Southampton, 
1881. 
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''LONELY? NO; NOT LONELY:' 



" Honelg ? iBlo ; not Uonrfp.'^ 



" ^ ONELY ?" No j not lonely 



L' 



While Jesus standeth by ; 
His Presence fills my chamber, 
I feel that He is nigh. 

(Matt, xxviii. 20. Isa. xli. 10. Heb. xiii. $.) 

" Friendless ?" No ; not friendless, 

For Jesus is my Friend ; 
I change, but He remaineth 

True, loving to the end. 

(Prov. xviii. 24. John xv. 14, 15. Cant. v. 16.) 

"Tired?" No; not tired 
While leaning on His Breast ; 

My soul hath sweet possession 
Of His eternal rest. 

(Isa. xl. 30, 31. Jer. xxxi. 25. Cant.viii. 5.) 



10 ''LONELY? NO; NOT LONELY." 

"Saddened?" Ah! yes, saddened 
By earth's deep sin ^nd woe : 

How can I count as nothing 
What grieved my Saviour sd? 

(Lukexix. 4I. John xi. 35. Phil. iii. 18.) 

" Helpless?" Yes, so helpless ; 

But I am leaning hard 
On the mighty Arm of Jesus, 

And He is keeping guard. 

(John XV. 5. Phil. iv. 13. Isa. xxvii. 3.) 

"Waiting?" Oh! yes, waiting, 
He bade me watch and wait ; 

I only wonder often 
What makes my Lord so late. 

(i Thess. i. 10. Matt. xxiv. 42. Phil. iii. 20.) 

" Happy ?" Yes ; so happy. 
With joy too deep for words ; 

A precious, sure possession, 
A joy that is my Lord's. 

(i Peter i. 8. John xv. ii* Isa. xxxv. 10.) 






" l^e »iall OCober ^fiw." 



(Ps. xci. 4.) 



"■*""■■£ shall cover thee " from temptation 



H 



When its shadow deepens fast, 
And His wings shall prove a refuge 

While the sky is overcast. 
No fiery dart of Satan 

Can pierce Thy raighty shield, 
Thy God is thy Protector, 

And cannot, will not yield. 

" He shall cover thee " in thy sorrow, 

When thou couldst not bear the light 
Of any earth-born sunbeam 

That sought to pierce thy night 
When heart and soul are failing 

Before the needful strife. 
Thy God shall be thy Shelter 

Through all thy coming life. 



Vv 



12 ''HE SHALL COVER THEE J' 

** He shall cover thee " in the sunshine 

From the dazzling, blinding glare 
Of the world and its enchantments, 

So strangely false and fair. 
When thy life is full of music, 

And thy heart flows out in song, 
Then His love shall cast around thee 

Sheltering shadows, soft and strong. 

" He shall cover thee " in the valley, 

When life's tide is ebbing fast, 
While the earth -din and the tumult 

Lie for ever in the past. 
When thy feet touch Jordan's water, 

Do not let thy spirit shrink. 
For thy Lord His tryst is keeping, 

He will meet thee on the brink. 

" He shall cover thee " in the glory. 

Thou art still beneath His care. 
And thy Master's sweet protection 

Shall surround thee everywhere. 
Thou shalt sing beneath His shadow 

Songs of praise beyond compare, 
For His restful, hovering presence. 

Circling round thee here and there. 



*♦ BUT FOR A moment:' 13 



<<a3ut for a iWomcttt.'' 



(2 Cor. iv. 17.) 



ONLY a little " moment '' 
Treading where Christ has trod, 
Then the weary, toil-worn worker 
Stands face to face with God. 



Only a little " moment " 
To breast the surging sea ; 

Then temptation with its darkness 
Shall cease to shadow thee. 



Only a little " moment " 
Struggling with self and sin ; 

And then the endless victory — 
Eternal rest within. 
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14 ''BUT FOR A MOMENT:' 

Only a little " moment," 
No need to say " good-by," 

No time to shed a parting tear, 
The meeting is so nigh. 

Only a little " moment '* 
For telling of His love ; 

The souls that need to. know it 
Will not be found above. 



Only a little " moment " 

To bear the weary pain ; 
And then those hours of restlessness 

Will never come again. 

Only a little " moment " 
For patient watching here ; 

And then the joyful marriage-cry, 
" The Bridegroom draweth near 1" 



L 



"ifeTK work:' 15 



^^^n iWiem&ers j^abe not tjbe ssame ®{Sa^' 



(Rom. xii. 4.) 



I COULD not do the work the reapers 
did. 
Or bind the golden sheaves that thickly fell ; 
But I could follow by the Master's side, 

And watch the marred Face I loved so well. 
Right in my path lay many a ripened ear, 

Which I would stoop and gather joyfully ; 
I did not know the Master placed them there, 
" Handfuls," of purpose that He left for me. 

I could not cast the heavy fisher-net, 

I had not strength or wisdom for the task ; 
So on the sunlit sands, with spray-drops wet, 

I sat, and earnest prayers rose thick and fast. 
I pleaded for the Master's blessing where 

My brethren toiled upon the wide world sea : 
Or ever that I knew, His smile so fair 

Came, bringing sweet encouragement to me. 
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1 6 ''MY WORK, 
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I could not join the glorious soldier band, 

I never heard their thrilling battle cry ; 
The work allotted by the Master's Hand 

Kept me at home, while others went to die. 
And yet, when victory crowned the struggle 
long, 

And spoils were homeward brought both 
rich and rare. 
He let me help to chant the triumph song, 

And bade me in the gold and jewels share. 

Oh, Master dear ! the tiniest work for Thee 

Finds recompense beyond our highest 
thought. 
And feeble hands that worked but tremblingly 

The righest colours in Thy Fabric wrought. 
We are content to take what Thou shalt give. 

To do, or suffer, as Thy choice shall be ; 
Forsaking all Thy wisdom bids us leave. 

Glad in the thought that we are pleasing 
Thee! 



3tfloom for tjbt (ZDJbflften. 



** Suffer little children, to come unto Me, and forbid 
them not, for of such is the kingdom of Heaven," — 
Matt. xix. 14. 



LET the little children come 
To a Saviour's breast ; 
Little souJs feel weariness, 
Little hearts need rest. 



Jesus wants a tiny hand 
In the harvest-field ; 

To the touch of fingers small 
Giant hearts may yield. 

Jesus wants a baby voice, 
Praises sweet to sing ; 

Earth's discordant choruses 
Shaming — sil encing. 

B 



i8 ROOM FOR THE CHILDREN, 

Jesus bids those little feet 

Carry comfort rare 
To some troubled, weary soul, 

Full of dark despair. 

Little saints have work to do, 

Little souls to win, 
Standing at the golden gate, 

Asking children in. 

Perhaps, amidst the crowding throng, 

No one else might see 
That some littie faces asked, 

" Is there room for fneT 

Heaven is full of little ones, 

God's great nursery. 
Where the fairest flowers of earth 

Bloom eternally. 
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''LIVING I WORKING I WAITING r 19 



"lifting! aaorfefnBl SaaitmBP* 



WHO would not live for Jesus, 
Rejoicing, glad and free ? 
The music of a ransomed life 
Is all He asks from thee. 

Who would not work for Jesus, 
When service is but song ? 

The rippling of a stream of love 
That bears thy soul along. 

Who would not die for Jesus, 

When death is victory ? 
The grand, overshadowing portal-gate 

Guarding eternity. 

Who would not wait for Jesus ? 

And waiting, sweetly sing, 
Hushing their heart with promises 

While tarrying for their King. 

B 2 
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20 " REST,'* 



J 



" lOwt." 



" Come unto me, all ye that are weary and heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest." 



AH ! weary heart, 
Say, who shall quell the restless, cease- 
less longing 
The bitter craving, welling up from thee ? 
Thy dumb, pathetic sorrow vainly turns 
For sympathy to earth's beloved ones. 
Their kindness seems to make thy sadness 

deepen. 
To increase the empty, aching void within. 
And thy poor thirsty lips, pressed to some 

earthen vessel. 
Find no allaying draught, but empty mockery. 
Earth, in its so-called beauty, seems to thee 
As though its fairest colours had grown dim 

and grey ; 
Mirth finds in thee no echo ; friends and foes 



Have no distinction ; wake but one faint 

chord, 
Life seems so spiritless — ^better far to die 
And lose identity, and close for aye 
The outstretched arms of unfulfilled desire I 
• •••• •■• 

Ah ! weary heart, 
There is no rest for thee out of the Crucified. 
Hast thou not felt at times that He who died — 
And died for love of thee in sorrow sore — 
Can surely gauge thy depth of hidden woe, 
And balm into thy wounded spirit pour ? 
A human heart would weary of thy tale. 
Would seek more joyous music than the 

bitter wail 
Of hearts that ache and weary with their pain. 
But God— 2^ Saviour Gon — ^a God that died. 
And died for love of thee — hath surely power 
To comfort and to cheer thee in the darkest 

hour. 

Yea, Lord ! I turn to Thee ; Thou knowest 

all, 
I need not tell Thee, and I cannot speak. 
For utterance is relief, and that I know not 

yet. 



\ 



22 ''rest:' 



Speak Thou to me, and let Thy gentle voice, 
Soft soothe me, like a child with cradle-song. 
Fold me yet tighter in Thy loving Arms, 
And let me look into Thy marred Face ; 
There read the tale of sorrow borne for me. 
Oh ! take me, Lord, and heal my bitter 

grief, 
I could not bear another Hand than Thine 
To lift the covering from my bleeding wound. 
But Thoti ! there was no sorrow like to Thine ; 
And looking at that burden lightens mine. 
I come to Thee ! I lay me at Thy Feet ; 
I never knew a resting-place so sweet. 
Oh 1 keep me here, dear Lord, and make me 

see 
That Thou alone canst fully comfort me. 



/ 



*'SAFE!'' 23 



^^gbafei'' 



ABOVE me my Fathers Face is smiling, 
Cheering me on my homeward way ; 
Sorrow and care from my heart beguiling, 
Chasing the clouds and the gloom away. 



Beneath me His Arms are folded ever, 
Pressing me to His Father's breast, 

Bidding me cease from my own endeavour, 
And trustingly sink to a childlike rest. 



Around me His hovering presence shieldeth, 
Guarding my soul as some precious thing, 

With the conquering Arm that never yieldeth 
Its blood-bought prize to another king. 



\ 
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24 ''SAFE!'' 



Before me He walketh in glorious light, 
Till my pathway gleams and the mist- 
clouds flee, 

As the silvery moonbeam, clad in white, 
Marks out a path on the trackless sea. 



Oh, Father ! above me, beneath me, around 



me, 



Cheering me, resting me. Guardian and 

Guide, 
Nought can befall me, and nothing can 

wound me, 
While in Thy keeping my soul doth abide. 



" WILL YOU TRY?'' 25 



" Still fiOtt ^rg ?" 



WILI-, you try to live for Jesus ? 
Live with Heaven in daily view, 
Let the light it flashes on you, 
Find you earnest, prove you true. 



Will you try to follow Jesus ? 

Step by step, and day by day, 
He has trod the path so lately 

That you cannot miss the way. 



Will you try to speak for Jesus 
Words of comfort, words of love ? 

Arrows shot by burning spirits. 
Winged with soul-fire from above. 



\ 



Will you try to picture Jesus 

To a world that knows Him not ? 

Tho' the colours shine but faintly, 
See the outline faileth not. 



Life spent thus in serving Jesus, 
Flows in sunny rills of joy, 

Till in Heaven His glorious praises 
Life, and soul, and tongue employ. 



!**■ 



" THE TENDER SHEPHERD r 27 



" ®5e ^£i;5£r Sbfiepfiettt." 



Isa. xl. II. 



HE shall carry the lambs in His Bosom, 
For the little feet might fail, 
And the wearisome wilderness journey 
Is long for the weak and frail. 



He shall carry the lambs in His Bosom, 
They lie nearest to His Heart, 

And they cannot suffer a sorrow there 
In which Jesus bears no part. 



He shall carry the lambs in His Bosom, 
For He knows their need of rest, 

So He tenderly lays them down to sleep 
In the shelter of His Breast. 



M^BH^k. 



28 ** THE TENDER SHEPHERD r 

He shall carry the lambs in His Bosom 

Over the sorrows of life, 
Shielding their souls from its battle and 
storm, 

Stilling its terrible strife. 



He shall carry the lambs in His Bosom, 
Till they reach their Father's Throne, 

Where they join the circle of star-crowned 
souls, 
His blood-bought and His own. 



'* IN FELLOWSHIP WITH CHRIST:' 29 



it 



" 3En ;jf«IIofo8§{p foitj ©Srfgt." 



Matt. xiv. 31. 

HAND in hand " with my Saviour 
I walk on life's stormy sea ; 
I dread not its strife or its sorrow 
While His Arm is encircling me. 

Gen. V. 24. 

" Step by step " with my Leader 
No path can be dark or drear, 

For the light of His Presence guides me, 
And I know He is always near. 

Ps. xxxii. 8. 

*' Eye to eye " with my Teacher, 

Then I do not fear to read 
The past, the present, or future page, 

Or to learn my lesson of need. 



._\ 



30 " IN FELLOWSHIP WITH CHRIST:' 

John XV. 15. 

" Heart to Heart " with my Master, 
One in rejection and shame ; 

Sharing His pity for sin-stained souls, 
His joy when they trust in His Name. 

I Cor. xiii. 12. 

" Face to Face " with my Jesus 

At last I shall surely be. 
And shall gaze on His glorious Beauty 

Unveiled in eternity. 



'' maranatha:' 31 



(" The Lord cometh.") 
A Christmas Song. 



WHAT is the Christmas carol 
For loyal hearts to sing, 
The note with which to herald 
The advent of their King? 
We would go forth to meet Him 

With joyous minstrelsy, 
The songs wherewith we greet Him 
Of sweetest melody. 

He came 1 the long, dark sin-cloud, 

That rested on this earth, 
Was pierced as by a sunbeam 

With tidings of His birth. 
He comes ! to end our sorrows, 

To bid our mourning cease, 
To fill us with His love-light, 

His deep, unending peace. 



-.2 '' maranatha:' 



He comes ! to gild our gladness 

With golden beams of love, 
To lustre all our shadows 

With dewdrops from above. 
He comes ! and in His sunshine, 

Swift melted as the snow 
Are all the weary heart-aches 

That froze our life-stream so. 

He comes ! Oh, let our life be 

One long response of love 
To the sweet Christmas message 

Sung to us from above. 
He comes ! this year may bring Him; 

His tarrying is not long ; 
Hark 1 how the angels echo 

Our " Maranatha '* song ! 



^* eajat ttoe« tfiott fim, (ffilifaS ?*^ 



(A Question for Christians.) 



WHAT art thou doing, Christian ? 
Is it work for Christ thy Lord ? 
Art thou winning many sinners 

By thy life, thy pen, thy word ? 
When the solemn question cometh, 

What will thine answer be ? 
Canst thou point to something finished, 
Saying, " Lord, my work for Thee ?" 

What DOEST thou in service- 
Art thou taking active part ? 

Are life and tongue in earnest 
Outflow of loving heart ? 

Or art thou idly gazing 
While others toil and sow. 

Content with simply praising 
The earnestness they show? 

c \ 
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34 " WHA T DOEST THOU HERE V" 

What doest THOU, redeemed one, 

Child of a mighty King ? 
What glory to thy Father 

Doth thy princely bearing bring ? 
If no one brought Him honour, 

And no one gave Him praise, 
To thee it appertaineth 

The paean-note to raise. 

What doest thou HERE ? Wherever 

Thine earthly lot be cast, 
Oh ! let each hour and moment 

In gladsome work be past. 
HERE ! thou may'st do a life-work, 

HERE ! thou may'st win a crown. 
Starlit and gem-surrounded. 

To cast before the Throne. 



SOUL-SOLITUDE, 35 



Sbottl-^olttttlKe. 



THE love-light has faded from my path. . . 
To-day I stand desolate — ^yet glad ! 
As some grand giant cedar on a mountain 

top 
Struck by the lightning fresh from Heaven's 

furnace cloud, 
Scathed, yet erect, rears prouder still its 

head. 
Or as some scarce-tamed bird, finding its 

liberty. 
Half mad with joy, soaring in ecstasy. 
Finds in the aching pinion, long unused to 

flight, 
A memory of its prison. So my soul, 
Glad in its sorrow, sorrowful in joy, 
Scarcely can read aright self s mystery. 
It craved for freedom, yet that brought its 

pain; 
Hated its cage, yet would be caged again ! 

c 2 
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36 SOUL-SOLITUDE, 



Often I watch the lives that blossom round 
my own, 

Feeling my likeness, yet my strangeness 
too — 

As some tall aloe bringing forth its curious 
flower 

Each hundredth year, might feel while watch- 
ing plants 

That grow and blossom yearly — daily — often- 
times. 

I wonder sometimes at my loneliness, 

Amidst so many other souls ; and, stretching 
forth 

A heart in searching of answering hearts, I 
find 

A circle, magic and invisible, round each 

Through which I cannot pierce, and link my 
soul with theirs. 

It feels as were I bhnd, and in some 
stranger place, 

Groping in search of home and friends, 
waking at last 

To the dim sense of unfamiliar things. 

Quitting the searching, questioning attitude 

For that of sad, quiescent loneliness. 



''LOOKING UNTO JESUSy 37 



" Hooiiing unto 3l^»u».'^ 



IT was but a little trial 
That I was asked to share, 

But the thorn, and the sting, and the 
bitter 

Seemed more than I could bear ; 

Till one look up at Jesus 

Lightened my heart of care. 



It was but a little service 

I scarcely thought to do. 
It seemed such a trivial matter 

In which to prove untrue ; 
But one look up at Jesus 

Made it great, and God-like, too. 

N 
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"LOOKING UNTO yBSUS." 



It was but a little darkness, 

A scarce acknowledged sifl, 
I forgot fhe real question — 

" Shall Cbrist, or Satan win?" 
But one look up at Jesus 

Brought victory within. 



Keep looking up to Jesus, 
He looketh down on thee, 

The faces upturned to the Ligjit 
Shine ever radiantly, 

And the glory resting on them now 
Ciowneth etenially. 



PSALM XXIIL 39 



$salm xx{({. 



A FLOCK ; a " little flock "—and yet 
how safely guarded, 
Almighty Arms are circling round the 
fold; 
From sin and darkness saved, from foe and 
danger warded, 
No man can pluck them from a Saviour's 
hold. 



Fair pastures bright and green, and gemmed 
with many a flower. 
Sweet waters still as wind-imruffled sea, 
Skies sunny bright, o*er which no dark storm- 
clouds can lower, 
Here rest the flock ; their song, " He 
leadeth me." 



40 PSALM XXIII. 



Sometimes afar into the desert wild and 
dreary 
A straying soul will wander, sad and lone ; 
The Shepherd follows it, tho' fainting, worn, 
and weary. 
He rests not till He has " restored " His 
own. 



Through the dark shadow valley the little 
flock must go. 
And yet the darkness causes them no fear ; 
The dawning golden gloiy can gild that 
death-path so, 
And love-words all its loneliness can 
cheer. 



The shadow-valley past, the little flock in 
glory. 
Led by the Shepherd's Hand o'er fields 
above. 
Shall sing with joyful hearts the old sweet 
earth-learnt story 
Of tender mercies and redeeming love. 



''ALL THINGS ARE YOURSr 41 



" glH tSings arc Yours." 



LIFE is thine, but not to trifle or to idly 
fling away ; 
Let thy heart's inherent manhood turn from 

childhood's toys and play ; 
God would have His heavenly music rolling 

grandly through thy soul, 
Uttered not in broken fragments, but in one 

harmonious whole : 
Let the master hand of Jesus sweep across 

the strings of life 
Till it wakes Divine responses, softly soothing 

pain and strife. 

TIME is thine — ^but time is passing, like a 

streamlet in its flow ; 
Earth*s mist-clouds are swiftly fleeting in the 

dawning's rosy glow ; 



42 ''ALL THINGS ARE YOURS,'' 

Give thy precious store of moments to the 

service of thy Lord, 
Let each hour tell of His mercies and the 

sweetness of His Word. 
Speak ! while speech is thine, and pleading 

can win sinners to His side. 
Tell them of a Lord that loved them ; tell 

them of a Christ that died. 

HAND AND HEART are thine to yield 

Him J linked in service, joined in love. 
Swift through all the mesh of labour willing 

heart and hand will move ; 
Feet must follow, daily treading in the path 

that He has planned, 
Faith can trust Him in the darkness, though 

it may not understand. 
Christ has trod the path so lately, that the 

warm heart-cheering glow. 
Has not faded from the footsteps that we love 

to trace below. 

ALL IS THINE— but all to give Him, who 

has given all to thee. 
He has poured on thee His riches, love and 

mercy, sweet and free j 



''ALL THINGS ARE YOURS:' 43 

Give Him then thy heart's best treasures, 

give Him all thy earthly store, 
And when all thou hast is given, long to give 

Him more and more ! 
Win thou crowns, but win them only, thy 

most gracious Lord to greet. 
Cast them down in sparkling splendour at 

His Royal Piercfed Feet. 



1^ 






44 



T/f£ MASTER'S CAi 



unto l^im/* 



,V! 



i 



THE little child God ga 
(It seemed but yeste 
A sunbeam from eternity, 

Suffered on earth to play 
Hath taken wings and silenl 
Fluttered away ! 



% 

r.!l 



!.|H 



My mother's ocean-heart of 
Strong in its bitter pain, 

Rose in a passion-wave abo 
Where I knew God did re 

Seeking my little snow-whit( 
O'er hill and plai 




THE MASTER'S CALL. 45 

I followed where her feet had trod 

A golden, sunlit stair ; 
They led me to the Throne of God — 

The footprints ended there : 
And there — I sank beneath my load 
Of dark despair. 

I could not see the loving Face 

Pit)dng my blinding woe, 
I did not know His wondrous grace 

Could feel my sorrow so : 
I only knew that lowly place 
Rested me so I 

The Hand that raised me in its power 

Lifted my burden too : 
Such gladness as I felt that hour, 

Before I never knew ; 
My soul drank, like a thirsty flower 
The loving dew. 

I bless the Voice that grieved me so 

And called away my child, 
Winning my sunbeam from below. 

By God Himself beguiled : 
I thought it wrath — but now I know 
*Twas God that smiled / 



46 " REST m THE LORDP 



" llegt (n tlje HoriJ." 



HUSH I fretting heart, that vainly tries 
To pierce this cloud with stream- 
ing eyes, 
But rather in it recognise 

The veil of God. 



Thou couldst not bear the unveiled sight, 
The blinding, dazzling glory bright 
Of Him who dwelleth in the light 
Invisible ! 



Thy Father's Face is shining still, 
But — for a time — 'tis His sweet will 
To veil it from thee, darkened till 
Thine eyes shall see. 



" REST IN THE LORD.'' 47 

Poor human eyes ! that fail and weep, 
Heavy in sorrow's hour with sleep ; 
That e'en earth's joys can scarcely keep 
Unclouded here. 



Still gazing upwards, dimly trace 
The features of His glorious Face, 
Until full vision shall replace 
Faint imagery. 



Then " face to face," and " eye to eye," 
The life-look of eternity 
Thy longing heart shall satisfy ; 
Thou seest God/ 



\ 



48 " BLAMELESS AND HARMLESS:' 



"231amele»» anb l^armUss*" 



(Phil. ii. 13, 14.) 



SOFTLY the CHRiST-whisper came unto 
me, 
" * Blameless and harmless/ My child, thou 

must be. 
Nothing of darkness be seen in thy life ; 
Stifled thy murmurings, hushed be thy strife." 

(Phil. ii. 14.) 

" See ! I have set thee to shine in the night," 

(Gen. i. 16, 17; Phil. ii. 15.) 

" My Hand is holding thee, giving thee light." 

(Rev. ii. I ; Is. Ix. 19.) 

" While all around thee like storm-clouds are 

driven," (Judexii.) 

**Thou must be Myfaithful witness in Heaven." 

(Ps. Ixxxix. 37.) 



c< 



BLAMELESS AND HARMLESS:' 49 



" Does thy heart fail thee, child ? Why dost 
thou fear?" (Ps. Ixxiii. 26; Is. li. 12, 13.) 

" Am not I keeping thee ? Am I not near F' 

(I Sam. ii. 9; Matt, xxviii. 20.) 

" Thine is but borrowed Hght, I am thy Sun," 

(Mai. iv. 2.) 

" / cannot fail or wane ; our light is one. 

(Rev. xxii. 5 ; Gal« IL 20.) 



50 DEATH, 



Beat]^. 



Standing by the death-bed of a believer whose life 
had borne but faint evidence of faith in Jesus, 
I saw and heard — 

NO Steady, eagle gaze 
Of glad triumphant faith ; 
No grand " Te Deum " note of praise 
For victory over death. 

No kindly angel hand 

Had rent Heaven's glory-veil, 

Lighting the gloomy shadow-land 
As earth's dim tapers fail 

But — ^in the tearful eye 
Turning to Him who died, 

In the heart's deep uttered sigh 
Pleading with Him to hide. 



I 
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DEATH, 51 



There was faith ! a tiny gem — 

But it sparkled in the night, 
A trembling, faint amen, 

But the chord was struck aright 

Some enter Heaven with praise, 

Others with tears or sighs : 
Those — ^with a glad, expectant gaze ; 

These — ^with a sweet surprise. 

Some — on the stormy lake, 

The sport of wind and sea, 
Their Master'^ slumbers would not break, 

But ride triumphantly I 

Others afifrighted, awed, 

His speedy succour crave. 
They cannot trust a sleeping Lord, 

Though waking He might save. 

Read thou the reason why 
.Souls differ -thus in deaths 
'Tis found in their life's history 
Of bright or wavering faith. 



D 2 



• ■-- ^•"- . ^r— _aaj 

52 THE CHRISTIAN'S MOTTO. 



W^ ODi^risMian^s ittotta. 



Waiting ! Working ! Warning ! 
(Luke xiL 36.) (Mark xiii. 34.) (Ezok. in. 17.) 

Waking ! Watching ! 
(Cant. V. 3.) (Mark xiii. 37.) 



(Luke xii. 36.) 

WE are ^^ waiting'^ for the combg of 
the Master we hold dear, 
We are longing just to greet Him and to hail 

His drawing near ; 
For our loins are girt and ready, and our 

lamps are trimmed and bright ; 
We are waiting few: the signal that will say 
He is in sight. 



L 



THE CHRISTIAN'S MOTTO, 53 

(Mark xiii. 54.) 

But we would not have Him find us standing 
idle an the day, 

So we leam to " work " while waiting, doing 
something by the way \ 

And we find that working for Him is a toil so 
rarely sweet, 

That we almost wish for tarrying in the com- 
ing of His Feet ! 

(Ezek. iii. 17.) 

And we know that He has bidden us bring 

others to His love. 
And we long to fill the mansions that are 

waiting us above ; 
So then while we work we dare not fail, to 

" warn " each straying heart 
That in our Lord and in our Home they too 

may have a part 

(Cant. V. 2.) 

Sometimes we almost weary of our constant 

gaze on high, 
And our hearts grow dull, and hopeless of 

His speedy drawing nigh ; 



54 THE CHRISTIAN'S MOTTO. 

Then comes our need of " wakingy* for each 

moment brings Him nearer, 
And the signal-lights of Heaven seem to shine 

out daily clearer. 

(Mark xiii. 37.) 

Thus we stand with waking heart-look, till 

the night of life shall cease, 
" WafMng** for the golden day-dawn that 

shall herald light and peace ; 
When the dim earth-mists that sadden flee 

before the sunrise bright. 
And our cold hearts melt and gladden in our 

Saviour's glorious light I 






** Sbon I so eaotfe toctoau in Mu 
FmcBarlf." 



Matt. xxi. 28. 



''T^IS a Father's Voice, and it speaks to his 

i child 
With a loving yet firm command, 
He would have thy life, although sin-defiled 
He would have thy heart and hand ; 
Yea ! He claimeth «//, for He died for thee, 
He claims thee for time and eternity. 



He bids thee " Work" and not idly stand, 
With a wandering eye and a nerveless hand. 
While the golden harvest of ripening grain 
Lies spoiling upon the wide world-plain ; 
He asks not for feeling, desires, or praise. 
But for labour, to sun-gild thy fleeting days. 



56 ' ' WORK IN MY VINE YARDr 

He calls " to-day ;" for time fleeteth fast, 
And each long life-mile is so swiftly past ; 
Let the moments and hours that God giveth 

thee 
Be spent with a will for eternity ! 
The years in the future are yet unborn, 
And for thee, their daylight may never dawn. 



Not in thine own — ^but the Master's field 
Must thy strong right arm its weapons wield; 
Choose not the task for thyself to-day 
But let the great Husbandman lead the way, 
Sure thou may'st be that His Loving Heart 
Will assign thee the best and the wisest part. 



A SONG OF DEATH AND LIFE. 57 



^ Sbottg of l^at]^ anlr llfft« 



DEATH is the breaking of a fragile cup 
Filled with God-givea Kfe. — ^A pass- 
ing song 
Borne on the l»eeze of Time across the wave 
That laps the shore of long eternity, 
And echoes endlessty in Heaven or Hell — 
Such is our life. — How oft we long for Death 
With its sweet promise of oblivious rest I 
We turn from Life, heart-sickened by its woe 
Forgetting why that Life was given us j 
God gave us Life that we might learn to die — 
And makes our Death an entrance into Life — 
Not the Life-ending that we vainly seek, 
Weeping and wailing that we find it not. 
We long to end our troubled round of toil 
And cease for ever from our love and hate : 
Peace for our struggling hearts, calm after 
tears ; 



58 A SONG OF DEATH AND LIFE, 

If Death but bring us this — then welconc 

Death ! 
Oh ! poor, weak, human longing ! Satisfied 
In God's deep pitying love, far otherwise. 
Rest can be found in Death's great Coi 

queror. 
Deep calm of soul in His unchanging Light 
Peace for a troubled heart upon His breast, 
And Lethe's draught in His sweet stream < 

love. 
Come Life, come Death, the soul that trus 

in Him 
Cares not — for endless, higher life is his — 
It matters not what changes shake the soul 
For Christ's redeemed are immortal men ! 
Seek not to die, but seek to live alway, 
Begin on earth the long, sweet task of Heaver 
Fill well thy fragile cup that when it breaks 
Life's golden stream may flow eternally. 



WHERE I FIND A REFUGE, 59 



Wfym I Jf (nlr a IKefuge. 



LITTLE daily worries 
Press upon my heart, 
Overcharge my spirit 

Till the tear-drops start 
I can only bring them, 

Mighty Lord ! to Thee, 
Asking Thee to give me 
Loving sympathy. 

Little golden mercies 

Flit across each day, 
Gilding every shadow 

Lying in my way. 
Then I bring my gladness, 

Loving Lord ! to Thee, 
Thankful for the sunbeams 

That Thou sendest me. 



6o WHERE I FIND A REFUGE. 

Little daily sin-flakes 

Fall upon my soul, 
And I fear that darkness 

May o*ershroud the whole. 
Then I flee confiding, 

Precious Lord ! to Thee, 
For Thy blood can cleanse me 

Fully, perfectly. 

Little weary moments. 

Fall of faithless care. 
Cost me many a heart-pang, 

Hinder me in prayer. 
But I kneel in sorrow, 

Grieving o'er my sin, 
That my Lord's sweet promise 

Failed my trust to win. 

Thus I find a refuge 

In a loving LoRDy 
Gladnessin His promise, 

Comfort in His Word ; 
Hidden thus in Jesus^ 

All my life shines bright, 
All my heart is simlit, 

Full of joy and light I 






Stl^at can I te for %t%m ? 



WHAT can I do for Him, who has 
shown such love to me ? 
How can I prove that I feel His mercy full 

and free ? 
Fain would I give Him aU, my soul and its 

ransomed powers, 
Life and its joyous hopes, Time and its 
fleeting hours. 

I win give Him a loyal heart, beating only 
true to Him, 

I will ask Him to make it white, and to 
keep it for ever clean ; 

I know He will fill it with love— a deepen- 
ing, widening sea, 

Which shall utterly burst its bounds at His 
Feet, in eternity ! 



I IT I I 



62 WHAT CAN I DO FOR JESUS f 

I will give Him the years of my life, if they 

many be or few, 
And will seek each day of those years His 

pleasure to know and do ; 
Like the flower that turns her fac0 each 

morn to the rising sun. 
So will I look to my Lord to see what He 

would have done. 

I will give Him my good right hand to be 

foremost in the fight, 
To hold His colours aloft on the side of truth 

and right ; 
And should He call me to prove my loyalty 

with my life, 
He shall surely find me fallen in the thickest 

of the strife. 

So will I cleave to Him — His only in life or 

death. 
Blessing His glorious name with my last, long, 

earth-drawn breath ; 
Winging my way to Him when my soul has 

taken flight. 
Loving Him, praising Him there without 

weariness day or night, 



U 
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" WHA T WILT THOU? " 63 



unto ^Jee?" 



I WOULD be led— Oh ! Father, take my 
hand 
And let me feel the guidance of Thine Eye ; 
'Mid all the paths of life perplexed I stand 
And lift my heart to Thee expectantly. 

I would be loved — my spirit often yearns 
And seeks for more than human sympathy, 
Earth's sweetest fails ; my heart despairing 

turns 
In all its longing loneliness to Thee. 

I would be kept — from earth's deei) sin and 

shame, 
From Satan's wiles and self-deceptive pride ; 
My tower of safety is Thy mighty Name, 
My only Hiding-place, Thy wounded Side. 



64 " WHAT WILT THOU?'' 

I would know Thee — and knowing Thee, be 

blest, 
Finding in Thee my ever-deepenbg Rest ; 
Flooding my twilight with Thy glorious Light, 
Till shadows flee, and all my bfe is bright. 



(< 



FOR JESUS' SAKEr 65 



"iF^^f 3i^»u«* Sbafe;^ 



A Motto for i88l. 



GOLD to gild our earth-bom actions, light 
to linger on our way, 
Peace to soothe our restless spirits, and out 

wa3rward wishes sway, 
Soft reply to every question that arises day 

by day, 
Teaching us what God would have us do, 

or suffer, be, or say. 
Words to guide us in our darkness, in the 

love we give or take, 
In the thoughts we think or utter— doing 

ALL ''for Jesu^ sake!* 

E 



A 



66 ** FOR JESUS' SAKE, 



If 



Should some sorrow dimly shadow the glad 

sunshine of the year, 
And the clouds above us hovering, presage 

trouble drawing near, 
While our hands are closely clinging round 

the forms we hold so dear, 
And our failing hearts cry dumbly for one 

word of loving cheer.- 
Sweet and low the soft Christ-whisper in 

our souls the echoes wake, 
" All My love has bid thee suffer is but borne 

*'for yesu^ sake^ " 



Daily toil, or daily trouble, may weigh down 
thy trusting heart. 

Nothing great or nothing noble falls thee in 
thy daily part. 

Tempted often-times to murmur, as the 
doubting tear-drops start, 

Let thy Heavenly Father's message sweetest 
rest and joy impart ; 

God has planned for thee thy life-work with- 
out failing or mistake, 

And each day brings with it something thou 
mayst do ^^for yesus' sake," 



Hi^^-Vl^ri 



" FOR JESUS* sake:' 67 

Every harshness meekly taken, every gentle 

answer given, 
Every giant foeman vanquished, every battle 

nobly striven, 
Every sacrifice of comfort, every selfish 

heart-chain riven. 
Every prayer in earnest uttered links thy 

soul to God and Heaven ; 
And the tie that thus unites thee nought can 

loosen or can break. 
For the golden chain that binds thee is 

engraved ^^for J^esu^ sakeJ* 

God may give thee Joy to glad thee, and thy 

heart may throb and glow 
With a wealth of secret gladness, none but 

His beloved can know. 
Life may ripple like a river rosied by the 

sunset glow, 
And with deep, eternal purpose, calm and 

ceaseless ever fl^ow ; 
Be it joy or be it sorrow, Christ the Lord 

will ne'er forsake. 
Knowing that the cup He gives thee, thou 

hast drunk ^^for yaus' sake^* 



£ 2 
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68 WHAT IS THY WORK FOR GOD? 



WkW te t]^s Wkt^i^ (or (&tia ? 



(** What doest thou here, Elijah ?**) 

♦ 

J^HAT is thy work for God ? 

Hast thou a clear defined aim, 
A calm resolve, deep rooted in thy heart, 
To glorify an absent Master's name 
Ere He shall call thee to His perfect rest? 

What doest thou in life? 

On the great stage, hast thou not some small 

part 
Which the great Author wishes thee to fill ? 
And wilt thou shrink and falter from the 

task 
Knowing that service is thy Master's will ? 



EVERYTHING FOR JESUS I 69 

What doest thou for Him ? 

Knowing that thine should be a grateful 

hearty 
Strong in its love and swift in sympathy, 
Wilt Uiou not gather in a cluster rare 
Fair souls to blossom in Eternity? 

What doest thou here^ beloved ? 
Here thou art given one little hour of time, 
One fleeting hour — snatched from eternity 
In which to witness and to watch for Him 
Who lived His hour of life on earth for thee. 



i*^<»- 



CEbetstj^ing fot %wx% \ 



EVERYTHING for Jesus I nothing I 
r withhold, 
Henceforth by His wishes every thought 

controlled ; 
I would be His servant, gladly to fulfil 
All His love revealeth of His wondrous will. 



70 ''piS WINNIE.'' 



<* JBfe WLimk.^ 



Two little tired tripping feet 
And a curly, childish head, 
Crept close to the cushioned comer seat 
Where mother sat and read. 

" Mother," pleaded a tiny voice, 

" Show me a picture-book ; 
I'm tired of playing with Pussy now, 

And waiting for Father's knock. 

** Show me the beautiful Bible-book, 

And tell me the stories, too, 
I like them better than fairy tales 

Because you say they're true." 



*'DIS WINNIE:' 71 



Mother dropped a kiss on the rosy chieek, 

And clasped the tiny hand, 
As she told the story in simple words 

Such as Willie could understand. 

Told of the Holy Saviour Child, 

Told of His wondrous birth, 
Whispered the reason, soft and low, 

For His coming down on earth. 

Told of the cruel thorny crowii, 

The cross He meekly bore, 
The bitter pain, the mockings fierce^ 

That met His sorrow sore. 



" But why need Jesus bleed and die, 
Mother ? I can't see why ; 

I wish He had not been crucified-*- 
It makes me want to cry 1 " 

" Darling," the mothet gently said, 

" He died instead of you ; 
Your sins brought Jesus to the cross. 
And crucified Him too." 



72 «* DIS WINNIE!" 



** What ! did He die for Winnie's sins— 

Dis Winnie — sitting here?" 
With grave, sweet ** Yes," the mother kissed 

The lisping questioner. 

Still, Willie was not satisfied, 

But pointing to his face, 
Said, " Died for me— dis Winnie, 

Did yeaus take fny place r 

" Yes ! just ioryou, my darling 1** 

His mother cried with joy. 
" Then, Mother, I will love Him 

And be His darling boy. 

" I'll try to please Him always, 

Even when I'm at play. 
Because, for me — dis Winnie, 

Dear Jesus died that day." 

So Willie learned to love Him, 

And lived to serve Him, too- 
Asking each day a loving Lord 
To teach him what to do. 



*'DIS WINNIE:^ 73 



Are there any little children 
Questioning in Willie's way 

" Why was it Jesus suffered, 
Whose sin-debt did He pay ?" 

Let me just gladly tell you 
That Jesus dS^^Afor you^ 

Bearing your sin and sorrow, 
Winning ^<?« Heaven, too. 

Give all your heart to Jesus, 
Give ail your life and love. 

Win daily some fresh trophy 
To grace His Throne above; 



74 SERVICE OF JESUS, 



Sbetbke of %t%)xi. 



" He shall serve him for ever." — Ex. zxi., 6» 



SERVICE of Jesus 1 Oh, service of sweet- 
ness ! 
There are no bonds in that service for me \ 
Full of delight and most perfect completeness, 
Evermore His, yet so joyously free 1 

Service of Jesus I Oh, service of power I 
Sharing His glory, while sharing His shame; 

All the best blessings the Master can shower 
Rest on the servant exalting His name. 

Service of Jesus ! Oh, service joy-giving ! 

Melting our hearts into rivers of love ; 
Secret of life and the sweetness of living, 

Joy felt on earth that will fill us above. 

Service of Jesus I Oh, service of praising ! 

Such as redeemed ones, rejoicing, can sing. 
Daily and hourly their voices upraising, 

Lauding their Saviour, extolling their King. 



ixk. 



LINES ON THE DEA TH OF A SOLDIER, 75 



Ufnes on tjbe iDeat]^ of a jboQ)((er.^ 



A BRAVE, bright life— lived out for 
" Precious Jesus," 
A young warm heart rejoicing in His 
Love; 
One brief sweet hour to spend in active ser- 
vice, 
And then— the welcome to the Home 
above. . 

A strong right arm that well its weapons 
wielded. 

Fighting beneath the banner of his God, 
A firm glad faith that never failed or yielded. 

Founded upon his loving Saviour's Word. 

A cold, dead face— oa which the stars are 
streaming 
Soft radiance from the land of light above, 
Sad, silent eyes, from which no answering 
gleaming 
Shines forth a sweet response of faith and 
love. 

* rwif "Life and Letters of a Soldier." 
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76 '* MY PRESENCE SHALL GO WITH THi 

A bright, bright soul is with the angels singi: 
Glad hymns of triumph on the golden sho: 

And faint, sweet echoes of their song i 
ringing 
Low in our listening hearts for evermore 

Soft is that song — but 'tis an anthem glorioi] 

Jesus the theme, exhaustless, grand, Ck 

given; 

Jesus alone — His love sublime, victorious. 

Fills with eternal praise the heights 

Heaven. 



■♦ X — 



^^ iMfi IPmeme s&all sp fo(t( Wm*^ 



IN the dim and deepening twilight 
Of another year of pain, 
" My presence shall go with thee," 

Lest thy light should fail or wane. 
I may lead thee towards the river. 

But thou needst not start or shrink ; 
Shouldstthou pass through Jordan's water 
Thou wilt find Me on the brink. 



MY PRESENCE SHALL GO WITH THEEJ* 77 

It may be amidst the sunshine 

Of a gladsome year of praise, 
Thou mayst need My sheltering presence, 

Just to shadow sunny days ; 
Then " My presence shall go with thee " 

As a shelter from life's heat, 
And My tender love provide thee 

Rest for worn and weary feet. 

Or, it may be 'midst the meshes 

Of some daily task or toil, 
Thou mayst need a Master's guidance, 

Lest thy life's fair fabric spoil ; 
Then " My presence shall go with thee/' 

I will keep thee at My side. 
Through the myst'ries of life's mazes 

I will be thy constant Guide. 

Art thou troubled ? Art thou weary ? 

Toil-worn, tempted, or distrest? 
Is thy spirit heavy laden, 

Or thy heart desiring rest ? 
Rest with joy upon My promise, 

Trust My Word, so freely given, 
That " My presence shall go with thee," 

Guiding thee from earth to Heaven. 



78 " FOLLOW HIS STEPS." 



« JFoUotd l^fe Sbtefg." 



(I Peter ii. 31.) 
A New Year's Motto, 



Eph. ii. 2. — "Walked according, to the course of 

this world," 

I CANNOT walk again in the past, in tl 
ways of death and sin, 
When self was my first and only thougli 

and Satan was. lord within ; 
For the tender love of a pardoning God h; 

blotted out the past, 
And bound me for ever to follow Him j 
long as life shall last ! 



n 



" FOLLOW HIS steps:' 7^ 

Eph. Yk 10.. — " Walk as children of light." 

hen I need not walk in the darkness, for 

His footprints gleam with light, 
almost forget to walk by faith, with His 

glory full in sight ; 
o cloud can shadow my onward path while 

I keep so close to God, 
'hat my feet are placed in the very prints 

where Christ, my Master, trod 1 

Eph. V. I, 2.—" Walk in love.'^ 

must walk in ever increasing love for sad 
and sin-stained souls, 

/'hile every fresh opened page of my life my 

Saviour's love unfolds ; 
know He has left me on earth to tell sin- 
ners that He has died, 

Old by picturing His loving ways to men, 
to win them to His side. 

Eph. V. 15, 16. — " Walk circumspectly." 

must walk with that wondrous wisdom that 

my Lord alone can give, 
living before a watching world as they know 
He was wont to live 1 

\ 



8o "FOLLOW SIS STEPS." 

Seizing tbe golden hours of time Hi 

me redeem for Him, 
Buying them back for the use of < 

claimed by myself or siD. 

Eph. ii. S.— " Walk in good woi 

I must walk in the daily duties that 

He has 'ordained,' 
Not waiting to know the reason wl: 

have my doubts explained, 
Content to know He has given m< 

daily round of care, 
As much a^ His deep omnisdent lovi 

heart was able to bear. 



I Peter ii. 21. — " Follow his steps. 
And thus I am travelling on, with i 

as my Leader and Way ; 
His love is encircling my soul, and 

is my wilderness stay : 
I find it easy to follow on with Chri 

Covenant Guide, 
And every step that He leads r 

draws me closer to His side. 



''GOD IS faithful:' 



8i 



'♦dfObfejfaaiifuU' 



To Forgive. — i John i. 8, lo. 

" r^ OD is faithful," Christian, 

VJT Faithful to forgive, 
Sin confest in sorrow 

Pardon shall receive. 
Let no darkening sin-stain 

Cloud thy coming year. 
Blood-washed and forgiven 

Hail its drawing near ! 

Chorus — Faithful to Thy people 

Faithful to Thy Word ; 
Meet it is to praise Thee, 
True and Faithful Lord. 

To Sanctify.— I Thes. v. 23, 24. 

« God is Faithful," Christian, 
Holy thou shalt be. 



\ 
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He would have His Image 

Shining forth in thee ; 
Only yield thee daily 
To His Sculptor Hand, 
Till in God-like beauty, 
Perfect — thou shalt stafid. 
Chorus — Faithful to Thy people, &c. 

To Keep.— 2 Thes. Hi. 3. 

« God is Faithful," Christian, 

Faithful still to keep 
All who know their weakness. 

Frail and trembling sheep. 
" Kept " to bring Him glory — 
" Kept " to give Him praise — 
** Kept " — in golden sunshine 

Through the darkest days. 
Chorus — Faithful to Thy people, &c. 



In Temptation.— I Cor. x. 13. 

" God is Faithful," Christian, 
In temptation's hour. 

Thou shalt surely conquer 
In His mighty power. 



" GOD IS faithful:\ 83 



Through earth's maze and darkness 

He will gently lead, 
With a sweet provision 

For each hour of need. 
Ihorus — Faithful to Thy people, &c. 

In Promise. — Heb. x. 23; xi. 11. 
<* God is Faithful," Christian, 

To His Royal Word, 
Precious pledge and promise 

Oft thine heart hath stirred ; 
Thou canst surely trust Him, 

To fulfil His part. 
Let His love-words, whispered. 

Cheer thy down-cast heart. 
])horus — Faithful to Thy people, c:c. 

For Ever.— 2 Tim. ii. 13 ; Rev* xix. ii. 
" God is Faithful," Christian, 

Though thou faithless be, 
Though thy trustless spirit 

Doubt His constancy. 
Gleaming, through His glor}*-, • 

Read His Royal Name, 
Saviour ! " True and Faithful,"— 

Thou my trust canst claim . 
;^horus — Faithful to Thy people, &c. 
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84 A CHILD'S QUESTION. 



^ (&liW% iSlue^tton. 



(The answer to a child's question — "Mother, what 
like is God ? Is He like you r) 



Motherhood. 

GOD gives a sweet eternal gift to thee — 
A little child to lead thee heaven- 
ward ; 
The clinging touch of fingers, satin soft, 
Reaches thy heart and lifts it up to God. 
God knows His gifts will do the work He 

wills. 
He clasps the child, knowing that mother 

hands 
Will cling for ever round a baby form, 
And sOy both child and mother rest on God. 



/L 



A CHILiyS QUESTION, 85 

For baby's sake thou must live close to Him, 
Her soft eyes, following thine, must see His 

Face. 
Thy lips — those lips that press her unsoiled 

brow — 
Must for her sake be pure and undefiled ; 
No false or foolish word, no angry tone. 
Fall on the ear God formed to hear His 

Voice ; 
Thou must remember that this budding soul 
Will see her God in thee, and through thee 

—God. 



Thy hands, caressing, helping, soothing her. 
Must do no Christless thing. A mother's 

hand 
Should be the saintliest hand in God's fair 

earth; 
A mother's feet should shine with holiness, 
For small, soft, echoing steps tread after 

hers. 
And, oh 1 a mother's soul should radiant 

shine. 
Crowned with a halo of celestial fire ; 
God has enriched her with the power to love, 
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86 CHRISTMAS, 



I 



And love should steep and soften heart and 

life; 
A God-like love should prompt her daily rule, 
Not blind to faults, but loving through them 

all, 
And chastening, knowing that her holy Lord- 
Would not allow a sin to sully child of His — 
Solemn the mother's work, yet very sweet. 
To picture to her children — God in Christ. 



•^^^ 



<ZD|^rtetmas« 



Christmas brings thee many gifts, 
Christmas brings thee showers of love; 
See, then, that thine heart uplifts 
Grateful songs to God above ; 
Praise Him for a Saviour given. 
Praise Him for a blood-bought Heaven. 



**/S IT NOTHING TO VOUr* 87 



" 1% ft notfifng to ^ou, ail jje tSat ^a»» 
28g ?— 23eSoIb anb Sbte if x^zxz be ang 
^ouoto I(fe£ unto ittg Sborrofo ?" 



Is it nothing to you that a Saviour has 
died? 

Is it nothing to you ? 
Can you carelessly glance at the Lord cruci- 
fied? 

Is it nothing to you ? 
Can you gaze on the Dying One, sad and 

forlorn, 
On the Brow, which, tho' Royal, is crownfed 

with thorn, 
On Hands that are nail-marked, and Feet 
that are torn ? 

Is it nothing to you ? 

\ 



88 **/S JT NOTHING 70 YOUr 

Have you thought of His sorrow, so sad and 
so sore ? 

Is it nothing to you ? 
The stripes, for your sin, that He willingly 
bore? 

Is it nothing to you ? 
Have you grieved o'er the shame that He 

stooped to endure, 
Have you longed for the pardon He died to 

secure. 
For the mansions prepared for the blood- 
washed and pure, 

Is this nothing to you ? 



Is it nothing to you that Time fleeteth so fast ? 

Is it nothing to you ? 
Is it nothing to you that a life-mile is past ? 

Is it nothing to you ? 
Is it nothing to you that Eternity nears. 
That nought lies before you but trembling 

and tears. 
And the day of dread judgment, when Jesus 
appears ? 

Is this nothing to you ? 



"75 IT NOTHING TO YOUT 89 

The Redeemer now calls ; will you still turn 
away? 

Is it nothing to you ? 
There is danger in doubting, and death in 
delay, 

Is it nothing to you ? 
Then, flee to His Cross, and respond to His 

call. 
He will save from the sins that now chain 

and enthral. 
He will welcome you gladly and pardon you 
all, 

Is this nothing to you ? 
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90 ONE WITH CHRIST. 



®nt fDftj^ ODDrfst 



JOINED to Jesus by a tie that never can 
be broken, 
Linked to Him by loving heart that needs 
no outward token, 
One with Jesus in His joy, and one with Him 

in sorrow, 
Lightened of our daily load, fearless of the 
morrow, 

Chorus. — One with Him ! One with Him 
Christ the Lord hath spoken. 
And that blessed Word of His 
Never can be broken. 

Labouring — not in loneliness, but in happy 

union. 
Heart to heart and hand to hand, holding 

sweet communion ; 



ONE WITH CHRIST, 91 

Walking in the daily path that wisdom hath 
appointed, 

Meeting trials trustingly, in nowise disap- 
pointed, 

Chorus. — One with Him, &c. 

Lingering lowly at His Feet, gazing on His 

beauty, 
Quick to carry out His thoughts, joy rewarding 

duty, 
Solemnly entrusting Him with our souls for 

ever, 
Ceasing, with a child-like faith, from our own 

endeavour. 

Chorus. — One with Him, &c, 

Serving Him most faithfully, loyally unswerv- 
ing, 
Glad to wear the guerdon crown, though 

deeply undeserving ; 
Following Him through life's long maze, o'er 

Death's deep dark river, 
Till we reach the glory-land, one with Him 

FOR EVER ! 

Chorus. — One with Him, &c. 



92 APPEAL TO SLUMBERING CHRl 



^n ^pptal to Sblumbcting (S^fitfs 



ARE you working in the vine 
Taking earnest active par 
Careful that your work is rea]. 
Outcome of your loving hearti 

Have you won a single sinner 
To adorn your Saviour's crown 

Glad to let yourself be hidden 
That His merits may be know; 

Have you spoken words for Jesu 
Words of comfort, or of love ; 

Waiting daily for the message 
Whispered by your King abovi 

Are you speaking by your silence 
When your words would not bi 

^y a look or sigh betraying 
All your sorrowful surprise? 



DAY BY DAY, 93 

Would you sacrifice a comfort, 
Would you yield a cherished plan, 

Or suppress an angry answer 
Just as Jesus would have done ? 

Dare you face a coming Master, 
Conscious you have never won 

Any star to gem His glory. 
Any laurel for His Crown ? 

Oh ! Awake to live for Jesus ! 

Oh ! Awake to work and praise ! 
Let the joy of loving service 

Gladden all the passing days. 



ia^«i 



Bag &6 iDag. 

TRUST to the Lord to hide thee. 
Wait on the Lord to guide thee, 
So shall no ill betide thee 

Day by day. 

Rise, with His fear before thee, 
Tell of the love He bore thee ; 
Sleep, with His shadow o*er thee 

Day by day. 



94 ^^y PR A YER. 



L 



iHflB iPragtr. 



JESUS ! help me sing of Thee as I tread 
life's mazes, 
Give me grace to lift on high poean-notes 
of praises, 

Give me words to tell the world Thy most 
wondrous story, 

Making earth resound and ring with Thy well- 
earned glory. 

Speak, through me, sweet words of love to 
each child of sorrow, 

Let them, from Thy messages, Joy and comfort 
borrow. 

Warn, through me, some erring soul far from 
peace and Heaven, 

Loose some prisoned anxious souls ; let earth 
chains be riven, 

Give me joyful words of praise, till earth's 
songs are o'er, 

And I learn the angels* chant, silent, never- 
more! 



-r^ - ^ ' ' 



'' SPEAK, LOROr 95 



"Sbpealt, Horlr; for ©Sg SbtAant 



MASTER, give Thy royal message 
To the loyal hearts that wait, 
Standing at Thy palace door-posts, 

Watching daily at Thy gate. 
Hush the loud discordant wailing 
Of the world's tempestuous sea ; 
In the stillness and the silence 
We would listen unto Thee. 

Speak to us ! we long to hear Thee — 

Long some gracious word to win, 
Promising Thy power to conquer 

In the strife 'gainst self or sin : 
Or some whisper, softly soothing 

Hidden pain or secret grief. 
Gentle love-words, ever bringing 

Sweetest comfort and relief. 



.A 



Speak to us ! or we are speechless, 

Dumb disciples we must be, 
If our hearts are not out-flowing 

With Thy love and sympathy. 
Now we wait before Thee, Master, 

Give us words to win for Thee 
Precious souls to shine with glory 

In Thy crown of victory. 



*>0^ 



^tm I bt SbtflL 



Softly Jesus whispers patience. 
When my heart is racked with pain ; 
And when faith is swiftly failing. 
Gives me strength to trust again. 

My Master's will 
Is " Peace ! be still.'' 
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NOT ABLE, 97 



iaot aftk 



« We be not able " (Numbers xiii. 31). '*He is able »* 
[Heb. vu. 25). " Not I— but Christ " (Gal. ii. 20). 



NOT able !— to fight the battle, 
Ready to lie down and die, 
With never another struggle. 
Only a sob and a sigh. 

Not able I — to lift the banner 

With colours drooping and torn, 
With hands that are scarred by conflict. 
And feet that feel weary and worn. 

Not able ! — sad, hopeless echo, 
Ringing from hill and shore, 
Lost in our earth-mist and darkness — 
Soldiers of Jesus no more ! 

G 
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S ROTABLE. 

He is able ! — the mighty Master, 
He comes to His weaiy one, 
When, the lesson of weakness n 
Earth-strength is for ever gon 

He is able ! — the nerveless hand-g 

Tightens, nor trembles again, 

And the fainting heart throbs qi 

With a pulse that is almost pa 

He is able ! — then forth to life's ct 
Strong in His joy-giving stren 
Tears cannot dim our bright am 
Victory crowneth at length 1 
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THE SONG OF THE CHILDREN, 



99 



©fit Sbons of tfie CCfiiftren^ 



WE are little soldiers of Jesus, here, 
Bearing the arms of our mighty King, 
And our fiercest foemen we do not fear, • 
For our Lord is certain of conquering. 

We are little servants of Jesus, too, 
And we hold our Master very dear ; 

Longing His bidding to learn and do, 
With never a question and never a fear. 



We are children of God, and we love to clasp 
His strong right hand as we journey on. 

Gathering strength from that mighty grasp 
To finish the task we had but begun. 
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100 MY WISH FOR THEE. 

We are workers for God, though our tc 
light- 

His little ones must not be overtaske< 
But to do our little with faces bright 

Is all that our Teacher has ever askec 

We serve Him thus in our childish way, 
Daily rejoicing to meet His smile ; 

Seeking to please Him in work or play, 
Watching for Him through the *' 
while." 



iWifi asafefi for ®6ee. 



THAT God, the glorious God of 
and grace. 
May in thine heart make His fair dw< 

place ; 
May shine in thee, with such sweet brill 
That watching hearts may whisper sole 

" The Lord is there 1 






ONL Y A CHILD. 



lOI 
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®nl8 a (ZDjbntr. 



(f 



I am but a little child.*' — i Kings iii. 7. 



ONLY a child — but the rosy lips 
Have learned to plead a Saviour's 
Name, 
And the trustful eyes look up to God, 
His power and promises to claim. 

Only a child — yet the little hands 
Are folded on my mother-knee, 

And the lisping prayer of childish faith 
Brings down God's benison on me. 



Only a child — yet the tripping feet 
Can run on errands of love and peace, 

Carrying comfort to saddened hearts. 
And bidding their life-long sorrows cease. 



A 



Only a child — and the harvest-field 
Needs strong-armed men to reap the spoil ; 

Yet, little fingers may bind the sheaves 
And share the worker's earnest toil. 

Only a child — yet the gentle words 
Have turned the stream of wrath aside, 

And peace is reigning where strife once stood, 
And joy is smiling where sorrow sighed. 

Only a child — yet the Lord is pleased 
When the children try His work to do ; 

He is asking for little workers now — 
Will you not try to serve Him, too ? 



/ FEEL SO SAD TO- DA V. 103 



**5 Jperi %o §bai 'SCo-bas.'* 



(The words of a dying lad, when trying to express 
the deep loneliness of soul experienced in death). 



" T FEEL so sad to-day," 
X For the night of Death is nigh, 

Flinging its dark shroud-veil 
Over my evening sky. 

" I feel so sad to-day," 

With a dim oppressing dread, 
Shuddering at the cold 

Of the River whose banks I tread 



" I feel so sad to-day." 

There is no one to take my hand, 
No one to lead me safely through 

This way to the Promised Land. 
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I04 ''I FEEL SO SAD TO-DAY:' 

" I feel so sad to-day." 
O ! for one human soul 

To beat in Death's strange unison, 
Now Jordan's cold waves roll. 

" I feel so sad to-day," 
With a lonely, awful grief, 

A wistful reaching out of soul 
That cannot find relief. 

"What can you do for me?" 
Can you stand upon the brink 

And watch my passing soul ; 
Or, will your spirit shrink ? 

- 4 

I long for a human face, 

The warmth of a human heart, 

To keep me from feeling ^^sad'* 
While soul and body part 

Oh ! sad weird loneliness ! 

Oh ! helpless human love 1 
Oh ! strange pale mystery, 

Unravelled above ! 



" RISEN WITH CHRIST." 105 



« mm. \m oDjgttet." 



An Easter Song. 

RISEN ! Risen ! — to the heights above 
To join in the glory, to share in the 
love, 
To taste the soft calm of Eternity's rest 
The answer to life's long unsatisfied quest. 

Risen ! Risen ! — in the Living One, 

The battle fought out, and the victory won. 

Each conquering brow as its blood-brought 

right 
Is crowned with a starry crown of light 

Risen ! Risen ! — to a life, whilst here. 
Unshadowed by cloud of doubt or fear. 
Unshaken by surges of passion or pain. 
Unbroken in song-note and God-taught refrain. 

Risen ! Risen ! — what a peace prevails, 
Hushing the woe of earth's bitterest wails. 
Sweetly encircling each sorrowful heart 
That in this glad Easter finds promise or part. 

\ 



Risen ! Risen ! — no more to die, 
Only in slumber till day- break to lie, 
Wakened at last by God's gentle caress. 
His love to adore, and His goodness to bless. 



^esus. 



«»« 



SWEETLY Jesus soothes my sorrow 
When I sink with heart opprest. 
At His piercM feet entreating 

For His rest. 

Brightly Jesus shines upon me 
When my path grows dark and dim, 
And mine eyes are lifted upwards 

Unto Him. 

Quickly Jesus will be coming. 
Calling all His loved ones home. 
And my weary heart will answer- 
Saviour, come ! 



GOjyS LIL Y. 107 



(Soil's Htls. 



•* As a lily among thorns, so is my love among the 
daughters.*' — Cant. ii. 2. 



THE fragile cup of a lily 
Folded in snowy grace, 
Encircling a golden treasure 

Whose form we dimly trace ; 
Shedding its dewy fragrance 

On clustering hearts around, 
Such is the fair fresh image 
Our Lord for us has found. 

Thorns have but a cruel beauty, 

A sorrowful renown, 
They grew on the path to Calvary 

And formed a cross-worn crown ; 



io8 FOLLOW THOU ME. 

They wounded sore the Master, 
And grieve His servants, too, 

For feet that tread the narrow path 
Leave tracks of crimson hue. 

My Lord ! I would be thy Lily, 

Thine own fair fragrant one. 
Thyself my golden centre. 

Filling my heart alone. 
Lord ! I would be Thy loved one, 

White-robed in purity, 
And walk with Thee for ever 

Throughout eternity. 



►>**' 



« JFolIoto tiiott itte.*» 

INTO the darkness out of the light, 
Out of the sunshine into the night, 
Fear not to follow, all will be right. 

Follow thou Me ! 

Into the future claspmg My Hand, 
Knowing thy life-work for thee is plann'd. 
Doubt not, delay not, heed the command, 

Follow thou Me ! 



SA VED ALONE. 109 



Sbabeb gtlone. 



(Written on the story that a lady, who, saved from 
the wreck of a steamer, while her child was drowned, 
telegraphed first to her husband the single word — 
** Saved !'* Later on, the melancholy fact, ** Saved 
Alone r) 



SAVED alone ! — to sing lonely praise, 
Your dear ones wandering in sin's dark 
• ways, 
Knowing that Death's wild engulfing sea 
Severs your souls for eternity I 

Saved alone ! — with no brother's hand 
To clasp your own on the golden strand, 
No child, no friend who will greet you there 
Welcoming you to the City Fair. 



no SAVED ALONE. 



Saved alone ! — ^for no golden ray 
You have shed on another's darkened way ; 
No feet have followed where yours have trod 
The shining path to the throne of God. 

Saved alone !— - for no thankful song 
Has sung your name to the angel throng, 
Who, wondering stand, as they watch you 

come 
Alone ! — Alone I to your Father^s Home. 

Saved alone ! — through eternity 
Must those saddening words be said of thee ? 
Shall angels whisper in pitying tone — 
" A ransomed spirit — but saved alone /*' 



■^r— ■'^•1^^ 



'' COME UNTO me:' hi 



** GPome unto iWe.** 



I AM coming to Thee, Saviour, 
For my heart is sad and sore, 
And I want the rest Thou givest 

To be mine for evermore. 
Earth's bright hopes have failed and faded. 

Earth's dear love has passed away ; 
I am burdened, weary-hearted, 
As I come to Thee to-day. 

Chorus. — I am coming, simply coming. 
In my sinfulness to Thee ; 
I am sure Thou wilt receive me. 
For Thy promise is my plea. 

I am coming to Thee, Saviour, 

I have heard Thy loving call ; 
And though untold sins oppress me. 

Thou canst save me from them all. 
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112 " COME UNTO ME,'' 

m 

I am coming, sadly owning 

That I do not come aright, 
Yet believing that my darkness 

Will be changed to perfect light. 

I am coming ! Though the tempter 

Bids my trembling soul despair, 
If I reach Thy feet, O Jesus, 

I shall never perish there 1 
If I do but touch Thy garment 

Thou wilt surely make me whole. 
Lord, I come ! I touch ! I trust Thet ! 

Save, oh ! save my sinful soul I 



* « WHEREB V SHALL I KNO Wr 1 1 3 



Iniierit (t?" 



(Genesis xv. 8.) 



OH ! is there a mansion for me — 
A home in that beautiful world 
above, 
Resplendent with glory and lightened by love, 

Prepared by the Saviour for me ? 

Oh ! is there a crown for me— 
Shall I wear on my brow a diadem 
Which sparkles with many a sun-lit gem, 

Precious unspeakably ? 

Oh ! is there a robe for me— 
A silvery robe of a tissue rare. 
Which the kingly guests in the glory wear, 

When the Face of God they see ? 

H 



114 " WHEREB Y SHALL I KNO Wr 

Is there nothing in Heaven for me — 
Nought I can claim as my blood-bought right, 
Nought but the darkness of endless night, 

And the frown of God for me ? 

Is there nothing in Heaven for me — 
No mansion to dwell in, no crown to share. 
No blood-washed robe for my soul to wear 

As it walks through Eternity ? 

Must my trembling soul stand alone, 
With no veil or shadow 'twixt it and God, 
No pitying Hand to stay the rod 

Held by Him on the Great White Throne ? 

Poor soul ! there is hope for thee : 
There is One who would have thee to dwell 

in Heaven, 
He would sever the chains that the world 
hath riven, 
And would set thy spirit fiee. 

Only trust in Him to do the whole. 
To prepare the mansion, the robe, the crown, 
To win thee God's smile and avert His frown, 

To shelter thy trembling souL 



HE KNOWETH ALL. 115 

Thy Saviour — thine all — He will be, 
Though thy spirit fail and thy faith be dim, 
Thou mayst safely leave thy soul to Him 

In trust for Eternity. 



i*f« 



HE knoweth all; my weary worn-out 
frame, 
The restless nights and long oppressive days ; 
He meted out my life's full cup of pain 
And held it to my lips with His own Hand ; 
I dared not say Him nay, while yet the stain 
Of blood He shed for me shone on His 

Brow ; 
I could not struggle, for the Hand that held 
That bitter cup was pierced, and bleeding, too ; 
With mute appeal I gazed into His Face, 
But meeting there such sweet surpassing love, 
Such depths of pity and such heights of grace, 
I seized the cup, with Faith's sweet ardour 

strong, 
And drank it up — He knoweth all! 

H 2 



i 



ii6 "SO tired:' 



" Sbo ^fwi." 



(Written after a remark made by the Rev. John 
Wilkinson.) 



DEAR Father, I am very tired, 
Too tired to-night to pray. 
There was so much to weary me 

Throughout this weary day j 
My heavy load of household cares 
Has worn out heart and brain — 
I would I never had to wake 
And meet those cares again ! 

And yet, Thy wisdom planned for me 

This lowly lot to fill. 
Giving me nothing grand or great 

To be, or to fulfil ; 



"SO TIREDy 117 



Bidding me bear my daily cross 

And lift ray daily load, 
Sure that each burden meekly borne 

But brings me nearer God. 

And I may make of cares and griefs 

Fresh stepping-stones to Thee, 
Until I reach a height from whence 

They all look less to me ; 
And I may feel Thee closer far 

Than any earthly friend, 
And trust Thy great Almighty Heart 

To love me to the end. 

Dear Father, I can only look, 

I am too tired to speak, 
I know Thou wilt not love me less 

Because I am so weak : 
One look of love, one trustful thought. 

Links heart and soul to Thee, 
Into Thy keeping I commit 

Life, death, eternity I 
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Ii8 TO MY CHILD. 



^0 mg Ofj^iUr. 



HEARTSEASE ! child of many prayers, 
child of hopes and fears, 
Wilt thou bring me joy or pain through the 

coming years ? 
As thy dawning future through its golden 

mist appears. 
How I pause and wonder if it brings me 

smiles or tears ! 
How the question rises, as I watch thy 

solemn eyes 
Gazing on earth's wonder, with a sweet and 

glad surprise, 
Note them shining in their joy, deepening in 

their hue, 
Changeful as the opal light, brown, or grey, 

or blue. 



TO MY CHILD. 119 



Will those eyes look up to God, trastful of 

His grace ? 
Will they shine eternally, when they see His- 

face ? 
Child ! I have no wish for thee earthly laud 

to win, 
Only would I see thee here, free from stain 

of sin ; 
As I kiss thy rosy lips, curving in their fun, 
Mirthful at the mischief that thy baby-hands 

have done, 
How I long to know the Name dearest unto 

me 
Whispered by them solemnly, precious unto 

thee! 
Should life's fair and bright expanse lie be- 
fore thy feet 
May each day be lived for God, full of 

service sweet, 
Should death's beckoning hand upraised, woo 

thee from my side. 
May the Christ that conquered death, be thy 

Hope and Guide. 
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I20 THE REPLY. 



%^t Ifteplu 



Given by a little girl to the statement she heard made 
that our Saviour was never seen to smile : * *jDidnW 
He sayy * Suffer little children to come unto Me T 
and they would not have come unless He had 
smiled /" 



I'M sure the Saviour smiled, 
Or else no little trembling child 
Had dared to venture near ; 
No darkening frown, or angry word 
Was ever seen, or ever heard 
While Jesus sojourned here. 

I'm sure the Saviour smiled, 
And all the childrens' hearts beguiled 
By His heart-winning ways ; 
His tender, welcome loving voice 
Made little hearts in hope rejoice 
To meet His loving gaze. 



THE REPLY. 121 



Tm sure the Saviour smiled, 

He calmed the tempest fierce and wild 

Of sin and sorrow sore, 
And by His sweet, sad look of love, 
Charmed careless souls to Heaven above 

To worship and adore. 

I'm sure the Saviour smiled, 
And though I'm but a little child 

I dare to seek His Love ; 
I have no fear, I have no doubt. 
He will not, cannot cast me out, 

But welcome me above. 
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122 ALICES DREAMi 



Alice's BreamJ 



IN the hour of the dying sunlight, 
While the sea sang its requiem hymn, 
Alice laid down the book she was reading, 

For the fading light grew dim. 
A track lay across the ocean 

Marked out by a blood-red gleam. 
And as she sat and wondered 

Alice dreamed a wondrous dream. 

Far out on the ocean she wandered, 

As over a silver street, 
Treading the cloud-white wavelets 

With swift and silent feet \ 
On far away to the westward. 

Till she reached a sunlit stair, 
Which she climbed, with her girlish longing, 

For the hidden and the fair. 

* A fact. 



ALICE'S DREAM. 123 



A garden lay before her, 

And each flower that bloomed within 
Was richer and rarer in beauty 

Than those stained by storm or sin. 
Over her bent tall lilies, 

Pure lipped, and with brows of snow. 
And the roses seemed dipped in the sun-gleam 

So deep was their bosom's glow. 

A low melodious singing 

Filled the soft, sweet-scented air. 
Till her heart sank in depths of rapture • 

And her soul lost its sense of care. 
Filled with deep-souled enjoyment 

Of the music which she loved, 
Faint with the breath of flowers, 

She was strangely deeply moved, 

" Whence is this heavenly music. 

Whence this song-broken calm. 
Who are the choristers chanting 

This grand, heart-stirring psalm ?*' 
Soft as the sigh of the zephyr 

Came the answer to her quest — 
" We sing the song of the sunset. 

Like Eolian harps of the west." 



1 24 ALICE'S DREAM, 



She cried aloud in her longing, 

" Teach me the sunset song, 
That my soul may lose its burdens, 

And my life not seem so long !" 
Like the whisper of palms in the evening 

Came the answer to her cry, 
Chorused by flower-voices 

In tenderest harmony. 

" Wait! for the sunset music 

Is not played by mortal hands, 
The souls that sing our carols 

Are freed from earthly bands ; 
Wait! till thy sun is setting 

And thine earth-life ebbing fast, 
In the bright eternal glory 

Thou wilt learn that song at last 

Toil on in the Master's service, 

Willingly watch and wait, 
Still patiently stand on the threshold 

Of the closed golden gate. 
Soon comes the time of singing 

When the shadows start and flee, 
And the song of love and triumph 

Shall be learnt at last by thee." ' 
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HIS Word shall endure, 
Most blessed and pure, 
Alone in its splendour, alone in its light ; 
Though kingdoms may fall, 
Yet high over all 
Reigns God, the Unchangeable, gloriously 
bright. 

His Word shall endure, 

His saints to assure 
Of pardon and peace, everlasting and free. 

How sweet is our rest I 

Our wearying quest 
Now ended for ever, for Jesus we see I 
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His Word shall endure, 

Our safety is sure ; 
We surely may trust to the promise He gives, 

No evils dismay 

Or sorrows affray 
The soul that its Saviour's assurance receives. 

His Word shall endure, 
And brighter and truer 
Dawn daily His pledges, like stars in the 
night. 
Some promise of rest. 
Or granted request. 
Turns pain into peace and all darkness to 
light. 
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JESUS is mine ! my present sure posses- 
sion, 
On Him my constant hope and faith de- 
pend ; 
Gladly my heart makes this most sweet con- 
fession, 
Praising my living, loving Saviour-Friend. 



Jesus is mine ! and matchless in their 
measure 

Peal forth His promises to cheer my soul ; 
Service for Him is peerless in its pleasure, 

While every thought I yield to His control. 



Jesus is mine ! I fear no tribulation. 

No ill can harm the soul that trusts His 



care, 



I dread no foe, nor tremble at temptation, 
With Jesus I can venture anywhere. 
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Jesus is mine ! and sweet the thought of 
dying, 
Death is to me the golden gate of Life, 
Just as I need it, strength and grace supply- 
ing, 
Conquering through Jesus in the long, last 
strife. 

Jesus is mine ! and bright the hope of 
Heaven, 
Where I expect to meet His loving smile. 
Where all the light and love of God are 
given 
To those who serve Him thro' the " little 
while." 
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THE love of God is deep, 
So deep, no earth-line ever yet hath 
fathomed it. 
Dip in the chalice of thine heart, and steep 
Thy thirsty soul in that unmeasured stream ; 
Filled to the brim, thine over-flowing heart 
Shall love and life to all around impart. 

The love of God is strong ; 
So strong, that Death the Strong, lies van- 
quished now, 
And Love the Victor stands, with crownfed 

brow; 
So strong, that human frailty, human fear, 
Cannot undo the soul by God held dear. 

t 
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The love of God is wise \ 
So wise, it gives not unto us the choice 
Of life or death, or even of our joy or pain ; 
He hides the future from our questioning eyes, 
And leaves our souls content to realize 

" He doeth all things well" 
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** This is my Beloved, and this is my Friend." 

Cant. V. 1 6. 

F— AITHFUL Saviour ! loving always, 
Through the darkness, in the light ; 
R — eal Saviour ! dying for me 

Out of pity infinite, 
1 — nterceding for me daily. 

Pleading for my pardon sure j 
E — verlasting in Thy favour. 

Covenanted and secure. 
N — ear Thou art, 1 hold Thy promise 

Never from me to depart ; 
D — ear Thou art, my soul's Redeemer, 

Precious to my pardoned heart. 
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I WAS standing, watching the glory 
That flushed the evening sky, 
Thinking o*er Life's sad story, 
And asking the reason ^* Why ?" 

My eyes roamed over the ocean. 

And watched each wavelet fall 
With a restless, soothing motion 

My heart can still recall. 

I felt that the sea was bringing 

A picture before my eyes. 
While a Master Hand was limning 

My heart in an ocean guise; 

The gold-tipped wavelets seeming 

Pure in their joyous life, 
In the rose-hued sunset gleaming 

And tossing in mimic strife. 

They hide — Ah ! what are they hiding ? 
Such secrets dark and dread, 

V 
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With a gentle, solemn gliding 
They pass above the dead. 

Things loathsome, weird, and fearful, 

Lie buried in the sea, 
Yet the song is ever cheerful 

That it sings to you and me. 

In my heart was a buried story, 
And there I had laid my dead, 

But no radiant, sunset glory 
Its light on my sea had shed. 

And those that were watching round me 
Saw a soul so dark and drear, 

And heard such wailing from me 
That their spirit sank for fear. 

Oh ! why should this be ? I queried. 

The sea can hide its grief, 
Can flow with a calm unwearied. 

Bringing a sweet relief 

Its heart, unveiled and unshrouded. 

Lies open to One above ; 
And on it, bright and unclouded, 

Shines the smile of His Infinite 

Love. 

« • « • 



L 



THE GLORY ON THE SEA, 133 

I turned to the heaven above me 
And I opened my heart to God, 

Asking Him still to love me 
And to lighten my spirit's load. 

Then I felt glad Heaven-light streaming 

Over my dark, wild sea, 
I knew there was answering gleaming 

By the glory that shone from me. 

I heard my heart soft singing 

Its story sweet and low, 
Some psalm of comfort bringing 

To other souls in woe. 

The dead my heart was hiding 

Are buried out of sight. 
And now o'er their graves are gliding 

Soul waves of glorious light. 

May God, who gave such blessing 

That long-past day to me. 
Teach to others that happy lesson 

From the glory on the Sea ! 
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